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A NEW CRIME-MYSTERY
STORY BY THE
AUTHOR OF———

CHAPTER 1.
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A Small World.

AZALET sat up so suddenly
e upper berth,

C

that his head hit the woodwork over

His owp %olee still rang in his startled ears. He wondered

how much he had sald, and how far It could have carried above
the throb of the liner's acrews and the mighty pounding of the

water agnlnat her plates,

I"l"hrn his ansembling senses coupled the light In the eaBin with his own
clear recollection of having switched it off befora turning over.

And then he remembered how he

had been left behind at Naples, and

rejoined the Kalser Fritz at Genoa, only to find that he no longer had a

cabin to himself,

A niff assured Cazalet that he waa néfTher nlone at the moment nor
yet the only one awake: he pulled back: the swaying curtaln, whieh he had

taken to keeping drawn at night; and

there on the settee, with the thinnest

of cigaretten between his muscular fingers, sat o man with a strong blue
chin and the qulezical molemnity of an animated sphinx.

It wan his cabln companion, an

American named Hliiton Toye, and

Cazalet pddressed him with nervous famillarity.

“I sy’

1lave 1 been talking in my sleep ™

“Why, yea!" replied Hilton Toye, and broke into a smile tl;;t made a

human being of him.

Cazalel forced a responsive grin as
he reached for his ewn clgarettes,

“What did I say?" he asked, with
an amused curlosity at variance with
his shaking hand and ahining fore-
head.

Toye took him In from crown to
finger-tips, with something deep be.
hind his kindly smile.

“I Judmge,” sald he, “you were
dreaming of some drama you've been
sty ashore, Mr. Cazalet”

"Dreaming'!” sald Cazalet, wiping
his face. "It was a nightmare! I
must have turped in too soon afler
dinner. But | should llke to know
what 1 sald.”

“I can tell you word for word. You
said, ‘Henry Craven—dead!® and then
yca sald, ‘Dead—dead—Henry Cra-
van!' as if you'd got to have it both
ways to make sure.”

“It's true,” sald Cazalet, shudder-
ing. "I saw him Iying dead, In my
dream.”

Hilton Toye took a gold watch
from his walstcont pocket,

“Thirteen minutes to 1 io the morn-
Ig and now Its Sept, 18, Taks & note
of that, Mr. Cazalet. IL may be an-
other case of second slght for your
psychical research soclety.”

“I don't cars If It In' Cazalet was
amoking furlousiy.

“Meaning It was no great friend
you dreamed was dead 7

“No friend at ail, dead or alive!"

“"'m kind of wondering,” sald
Tove, whilineg hiv watch up slowly,
“If he's by way of being a friend of
mine. I know a Henry Craven over
in,_ England. Lives along the river,
down Kingston way, in & big house,"

“Called Uplands™

“Yes, sir! That's the man.
world, isn't 1t?"

The man in the upper berth had to
hold on as his «criains swung clear;
the man tilted back on the settes, all
attention all the time, was more than
aver an effective foll to him.

Without the kindly smile that went
as uickly as it came, Hilton Toye
was sombre, subtle and demure, Caz-
dlet, on the other band, was of san-
gulna complexion and Iimpetuous
looks. He was tanned & rich bronze
about the middls of the face, but it

ke off across his forehead like the
eoloring of & meerschaum pipe.

Both men were in their early prime,
and each stood roughly for his race
and typo: the travelled Amerioan who
knows the world and the elemental
Britisher who has made some one
loose end of It his own. .

] thought of my Henry Craven,"
continued Toye, “as soon as ever you
came out with yours. But it ssemed

'a kind of ordinnry pame. 1 might
have known it was the same If 1'd
recollected the numas of his firm.
Isn't it Craven & Cazalot, the stock-
brokers, down In Tokenhouse Yurd?"

‘“That's 1t," sald Caznlet bitterly.
“But there have been none of ua io It
since my father died ten yeara ugo.'

“But you're Henry Craven's old
partoar's son?’

“I'm bis only son.”

**Then no wonder you dream about
Haary Craven,” cried Toye, “and no
wonder it wouldo't break your heart
If your dream came true."”

“It wouldn't,” sald Casalet through
his teath. "He wasn't a white man
to me or mine—whatever you may
have found him."”

“Oh, | don't clalm to llke him &
lot," sald Toye.

“But you seem to know a good deal
about him?™

“l had a little place near hia one
summer. | kaow only what 1 heard
down there.

“What did you hear?" asked Caza-
let. "I've been awuy ten years, ever
since the crash that rulned every-
body but the man at the bottom of
the whole thing. It would be a kind.
pess to tell me what you heard.”

“Well, | guess you've sald It your-
self right now. That man scema to
have beggured everybody all around
except himaelf; that's how 1 make it
out,” sald Hilton Toye,

“He did worse,” sald Cazaiet
through his teeth. “He killed my poor
father; he banished me to the wilds
of Austrulla; and he sent & better man
than himself to prison for fourteen
years!"

Little

Toye opened his dark eyes for once,
“In that so? No. 1 never heard that,”
snid he,

“You hear it now. He 414 all that,
Indirectly, and I don't care who hears
me say so, I didn't reallze It At the
time. 1 was too young, and the whole
thing lald me out too flat; but I know
It now, and I've known It long enough.
It was worse than a crash. It was
a scandal,

“That was what finished us off, all 2

but Henry Craven! There'd been a
gigantie swindie—speclal Investments
recommended by the firm, bogus certi-
ficates and all the rest of it

“We wera nll to blame, of course,
My poor father ought never to have
been & business man at all; he
should have been a post. Even I-—I
was only a youngmter in the offjce,
but I ought to have known what was
golng on.

"But Henry Craven did know. Hea
was In It up to the neck, though a
fellow called Beruton did the actual
Job. HScruton got fourteen years—
and Craven got our old houss on the
river:"

“And feathered It pretty wall!” said
Toye, nodding. “Yes, I did hear that.
And 1 can tell you they dom't think
any better of him, in the nelghbor-
hood, for going to llve right there.
But how did he stop the other man's
mouth, and-how do you know?"

“Never mind how 1 know,” sald
Cazilet, “Scruton was a friend of
mine, though an older man; he was
&ood to me, though he was a wrong ‘un
himself. He pald for it—pald for
two—that T can kay! But he was en-
gaged to Fthel Craven at the time,
was going to be taken Into partner-
ship on thelr marringe, and you can
put two and two together for your-
self."

“Did she wait for him?"

“About as long as you'd expect of
the breed! Bhe was her father's
daughter. 1 wonder you didn't come
noross her and her husbandl™

“I didn't see 80 much of the Craven
crowd,” replied Hilton Toye, “I waan't
stuck on them either. Bay, Cazalet,
wouldn't be that old man when Scru
ton comes out, would you?

But Cazalet showed that he could
hold his tongue when he liked, and
hin grim look was not mso legible as
some that had vome and gone before.

This one stuck until Toye produced
a blg Aask from his grip and the talk
shifted to Jess painful ground. It was
the last night In tha Hay of Biscay
and Cazalet told how he had been In
it a fortnight on his way out by sail-
ing vessel,

He even told It with considerable
humor, and hit off sundry passengers
of ten years ago as though they had
been aboard the German boat that
night; for he had gifts of anecdole
and verbal portfalture, and in thelr
unpremeditated cups Toye drew him
out about the bush until the shad-
ows passed for minutes from the red-
brick face with the white-brick fore-
bead.

“1 remember thinking I would dig
for gold,” sald Cazalet. "That's all
1 know about Australia; that and
bushrangers and dust atorms and
bush fires! But you can have adven-
tures of sorts if you go far enough
up-country for ‘em; It still pays you
to know how to uws your Hats out
there., 1 didn't, but 1 was ploking it
up before 1'd been out thres montha,
and in six I was as rcady as anybody
to take off my coat.

“l remember once at & bush shanty
they dished up such fruity chopa that
T paid I'd fight the cook if they'd send
him up; and I'm blowed If it wasn't
a fellow 1'd been at school with and
worshipped as no end of a awell at
games! Potts his name was, old
Venus Potls, the best looking chap
in the mchool among other things;
and there he waa, cooking earrion at
twenty-five bob & week.

Instead of fighting we jolned forces,
got & burr-cutting job on a good sta-
tlon, and after that I wormed my way
in as bookkeeper, and my pal becams
one of the head overseers. Now we're
our own bosses with a share in the
show, and the owner comes up only
once a year to see how things are
looking."

“I hope he had a daughter,” sald
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Toye, “and that you're golng to marry
her, If you haven't yet?"

Cazalet laughed, but the shadow
had returned. “No. I left that to my
pal,” he sald. “Iie did that all right!”

“Then 1 advise you to go and do
Nkewlse,” rejoined his new friend
with a genlality impossible to take

amiss, I shouldn't wonder, now, If
there's some girl you left behind
you"

Cazalot shook his head. “None who
would look on herself In that lght,”
he Interrupted, It was all he sald,
but onoe more Toye was regarding
him as ghrewdly as when the night
was younger, and the littleness of the
world had not yet made them confl-
dant and boon companlons,

Eight bells actually struck before
thelr great talk ended, and Casalet
swore that he missed the “watches
aft, sir!™ of the salling veasel ten
yearn hefore: and recalled how they
had never changed watch without
putting the ship about, his last time
in the bay.

"Say!" excinimed Hilton Toye, knit-
ting his brows over some nebulous
recollection of his own. “I meam to
have heard of you and some of vour
yarns before. Didn’'t you spand nights
In & log-hut miles and mile* from
any other human being?"

It wns as they were turning In at
last, but the question spolled a yawn
for Cazalet.

“SBome times, at one of our sta-
tlona,’” sald he, looking puzsled.

“I've seen your photograph,” sald

Toye, regarding him with a more
eriticnl stare. “But It was with a
benrd."

“I had It off when I was sshore
the other day,” sald Casalet. “1 al-
ways meant to, before the end of the
voyage." \

I sea. It was a Miss Blanche Mac-
nalr lives In a littla houss down
there near your old homa. 1 judge
hers ls another old bhone that's been
broken up sincs your dav.'

“They've all got married,” sald Cas-
alet.

“Excopt Miss Blanche. You write
to her some, Mr, Casalet?”

“Once a year—regularly, It was a
promine. We were kids together,” he
explained, as he climbed back into the
upper berth,

“Guess you were a lucky kid.,” ssid
the voice below. *Bhe’'s one in a
thousand, Miss Blanche Macnair!"

CHAPTER II.

Second Sight.
UTHAMPTON WATER was
an ornamental Ianke dotted
with falry lampns.
The stars above sesemed
only a far-away reflex of
those below;: but In thelr turn they
shimmered on the sleak silken arm
of sleeping sea. It wag a midsummer
night, lagging & whole season behind
its fellows.

But already It waas so late that the
English passengers on the Kalser
Fritz had abandoned all thought of
catching the last train up to London,

They tramped the deck In thelr
nolsy, shiny, shore-going boots; they
manned the rall in lasy inartioulate
appreciation of the nocturne in blue
stippled with green and red and
countless yellow lights,

Bome delivered themaelvea of L)»
patriotic platitudes which become the
homing tourist who has seen no for-
elgn land to touash his own. But one

who had seen more than sights and
cities, ona who had been ten years
buried in the bush, ona with such
varns to apin behind those outpost
lights of England, was not even on
deck to hall them back Into his ken.

Achilles In his tent was no more
consplououa absentee than Cazalet in
his cabin as the Kalser Fritz steamed
sedately up Bouthampton water,

He had finished packing; the atate-
room floor was Impassable with the
baggage that Cazalet had wanted on
the filve weeks' voyage, Thera wan
scarcely room to sit down, but in
what there wus sat Cazalet llke &
aoul In torment.

All the vultures_of the night be-
fore, of his dreadful dream, and of
the polgnant reminlacences to whinh
his dr¢am had led, might hava bren
gnawing at his vitals as he sat there
walting to set foot once more in the
land from which s bitter blow kad
driven him.

Yot the bitterneas might have been
allayed by the consclousness that he,
At any rate, bad turned it to account,
It had been, indeed, the making of
him; thanks to that stern incentive,
even someo of the sweetn of & de-
served success were already his

But thera was no hint of com-
placency In Cazalet's clouded face
and heavy attitude. He looked as if
he had not slept, after all, since hia
nightmare; almost as If he could not
trust himself to slesp again. His face
wias bale, even In that toprrid zone
betweon the latitudes protected in the
bush by beard and widsawnake,

And be jumped to his feet as sud-
denly s the screw stopped for the
fist time; but that might have been
Just the curious shoo!. which Its ces-
satlon always causes nfter days at
s, Only the same thing happened
aguin and yet agaln, as often us evar
the engines paused before the end,

Cazalet would spring up and watch
his stateroom door with clenched
fists and hnunted eyes. Bul It Was
some long tima befors the door flew
open, and then flammed behind Hil.
ton Toye,

Toye was in & state of excitement
even more abnormal than Casulet's
nervous despondency, whi.n lodeed
it prevented him from obssrving.

It was Instantansously clear that
Toye was astounded, thrilled, almost
triumphant, but as yet just drawing
the line at that, A newspaper flut-
tered in his hand.

vSecond sight?" he ejaculated, aas
thourh it w-re the night before and
Cazalet stlll ahaken by his dream,
I guess you've got it in full measure,
pressed down and running over, Mr,
C salat!™

It was a sorry exampile of nis talk.

LLCH

Hilton Toye dld not usually mix the
ready metaphors Lthat nevertheleas

had to n%pq n luner cenmsor, of
ne austerity,

lowed to leave those dellbarate lips.
Af A rule there was dignity In that
deliberation; It nevar for a moment,
or for any ordinary moment, sug-
R want of confidence, for ex-
amples. It could even dignify some
outworn modes of (ransatiantic
speech which atlll premserved a per-
petunl freshness in the mouth of Hil-
ton Toye.

Yet now, In his strange excitemaant,
word and tone allke were on tho
level of the stage American's, It was
not less than extrasgdinary.

“You don't mean about"—— Cazn-
Iet seemed to be awallowing.

“1 do, sir!* erlel Milton Toye

#eoe about Henry Craven?”

“Sure."

“Has—something or other hap-
pened to him?"

l"w"l

“You don't mean +o say he's -
dead? L

“Last Wedneaday night!” Toys
looked at his paper. “No, T guess
I'm wrong. Heems It happensd

Waednesday, but ha only passed awny
Sunday morning."

Cazalet still sat staring at him-—
thera was not room for two of them
on their feet—but (nte his heavy
atura thera came a gleam of leaden
wisdom,

“This was Thursday morning.” he
snld, "so 1 didn’t dream of It when
{t happened, after all.”

“yYou dreamed you saw him lying
deand, and so he waa' sald Toye.
“The funeral's been to.day, [ don't
know, but that sesms 1o me jual
about the next nearsst thing to sea-
ing the crime perpetrated In & ¥i-
slom."

vCprime!” eried Casalet, “What
erime?™

“sMurder, sir!" sald IHilton Toye,
“wWiltul, brutal, bloody murder!

Hero's the paper; better read it for
yourself, 1I'm gind he wasn't a friend
of yours, or mine either, but it's a
bad end even Zor your worst enemy.”

The paper fluttered In Casalet's
cluteh as It had done In Toye's; but
that was as natural as his puszied
frown over the c:yptic alluslons of &
fournal that had denit fully with the
ascertainable facis In previous lines

Henry Craven had recelved his
fatal Injuries on the Wednesday of
the previous week. The thing had
happened In his llbrary at or about
7.0 In the evening: but how a orime,
which was apparently a profound
mystery, had been timed to within a
minute of its commisaion did not ap-
pear :mong the latest particulars.

No arre ' 4 bean made, No clue
wan mentionc ), beyosd thes state-
ment that the police were still search-
ing for n defini’: Instrument with
which It was evidently assumed that
the deed hind beon committed. There
was In fact a close description of An
unuatal we on, A apecinl constable’s
very apecinl truncheon.

It hnd hung as & cherlshed trophy
on the library wall, from which It was
missing, while the very imprint of a
sllver shield, mounted on the thick
end of the weapon, was staled to hava

heen discovered on the scalp of the |

fractured akull. But that was a littls
bit of special roporting, typleal of the
enterprising gheot that Toye had pro-
cured,

The Inqueal, merely opened on the
Monday, had been adjourned to the
day of issue,

"We muat get hold of an evening
paper,” aald Cazalet, “Fancy his own
famous truncheon! He had It mount-
ed and inscribed himself, so that it
anhouldn't he forgolten how he'd
fought for law and order at Trafalgar
Hquare! That was the man all over!"”

His volee and manner nchleved the
excessive Indifference which the Eng-
lish type holds due from Itself after
any excesa of feeling.

Toye pleg was himself again, his
alert mind werking keenly yet darkly
in his. acute eyes.

1 wonder If it was & murder?™ hs
speculated. “I bet it wasn't a dellb-
erate murder.”

“What else could It have been?

“Kind of manslaughter. Dalib-
erats murderers don't trust to chance
weapons hanging on their victims'
walls”

“You forgel,” sald Caz.ilet, "that he

was robbed as well"
[ ] [ ] L]

“Do they clalm that? said Hilton

Are You Going Away for Vacation?

matter.

reading for six cents a week.

country dealer has not been able to
by the foremost living authors.

When you go out of town for vacation you may find it Is
difficult and costly to provide yourself with the right sort of reading

Why send to the city for novels at £1.25 or $1.50 each or buy
them at a fancy price in some country store?
You can supply yourself with the best, most delightful summer

By subscribing to The Evening World for the rest of the summer
you will secure a complete novel each week. Not some old book a

Bear this in mind, not only for yourself but for any of your friends
who expect to spend tifeir vacations in the country,

sell, but the finest up-to-date fiction

ONE OF THE MOST

Next Week's Complete Novel
in The Evening World

UNUSUAL STORI

FEIPPT IRy T ITYY)

Fik

VER WRITTEN.

EEFEEEEEEEE

OMAN By E.

i LUUIOOCL DU O UL

Tor®They were al.@

DITOVDIDTERDTDE i

LT CACAO L) CROMEIL) Eal Al )

W. Hornung

Toye. "I guess T akipped some, talephona call, thought It we - ba-
Where does It say anything aboul tween 4 and 5, but remembersd the
him helng robbed 7" convarsation very woell,

“Hore!™ Cazalet had scanned the The gentieman had asked whather
paper eagerly; his fnger drummed My, Craven was at home, had been
upon the places. told that he was out motoring, asked

“'The police"” he read out, In when he would be back, told he
nome sort of triumph, “ "have now couldn’t say, but befors dinner some
been furnished with & full description time, and what nams should he give,
of the missing watch and trinkots whereupon the gentleman had rung
and the other articles belleved to off without anawering. The footman
have heen taken from the pockets of (hought he was a gentleman from
the deceased” What's that but rob- (he L.r he apoke. Bul apparently
hery ™ the police had not yet succesded In

“You'rs dead right” sald Toye. “I jraping the eall
missed that somehow. Yet who In  vjg 1t & AiMeult thing to Ao 7" asked
thunder tracks & man down (o rob Cagalet, touching on this last point
and morder him In his own homa” wurly 1n the discussion, which even
Hut when vou've brained a man, be- 1o ghowed no wish to avold this
cause You couldn't keep your hands morning, He had dropped his paper
off him, you might deliberately 40 1o find that Toye had already dropped
il the rent to make It srom like the his, and wns mazing at the fAying
work of thieves." Fngliah flelds with thoughtful puck-

Hikon Toya looked a judme of de- ers about his sombre eyes.

Hberation as ha measured his Irrefu- “It you ask me” he replied, I
table words. Iis looked something should like to knbw what wasn't diM-
more. Cazalet could not tear his blus cult connected with the telephona
syes from the penstrating pair that system In this country! Why, you
met tham with a sombra twinkls, an don't have n system, and that's all
enlightened gusto, quite uncomfort- there I8 to i, Dut it's not at that
ably suggestive at such a moment. aend they'll put the msalt on their

“You aren't a detective, by any man'
chance, are you?" eried Cazalat, with “Which end will it be, then?
rather clumsy humor, “The river end. That hat, s cap

“No, air!  But I've often thought | Ty yvou ses what the gardensr says
wouldn’t mind being ona,” sald Toys, about the man who ran out bare-
chuckling. *I rather figure T might headed? That gardener dessrves to
do something at it. If things don't be cashiered for not getting & wove
go my way in your old country, and on him, In time to cateh that an,
they put up a big enough reward, even If he did think he'd only besn
why, here's a man I knew and a placs awiping fowsrs. Hut if he went and
I know, and I might havae a mind to Jeft his hat or his cap bahlnd him,
try my hand."” that should be good enough In the

They went ashore together, and to long run. It's the very worst thing
tha sams hotel at Bouthampton for von can leave. Kver hear of Franz
tha night. Parhapa neither could have MUller?"
sald from which wide the Initlative oo 0iar had not heard of that 1m-
came; but midnight found the chanod ...rg) notoristy, nor did his ignor.
palr with their legs undar the same ,,ca appenar to troubls him at all, but
heavy Victorlan mahogany, davour- |, w.. hecoming mors and mors clear
ing cold beef. ham and plckles as 00 Hiton Toys took an almost un-
phiegmatically as commercial travel- p.gjihy nterast In the theory and
lers who had never been off the Island practice of violent crime.

In thelr lives, a a “Frang Millar,”" he continusd, “laft
Tet Jurely Coxalet was leas 3% his bat behind him, ouly that and
rmi 1 ‘lh“ ': N i "I - ™ nothing mors, but It brought bim to
anding: the old English alo 18 & .\ o)) 0y gven though he got over
pewter tankard even elicited a few to the other sids firat. He made the
of those anecdotes and piquant com- mistake of taking & slow steamer, and
Phrisons in whidh his ‘cenverantion that's just about the one miataks they
was at {ts best,
never dld maks at Beotland Yard.
It was at its wornt on weneralques- o3, '\ 0 o nice, long, plaln-salling
tions, or on concrete topica not in- olbem:chane: amd Ny Bit re. 1
FEARon 7 VNN Sad. tw. thie h«‘lilrrn—w;relnu or no wireless!"
SOOI, BAFIARY. MOR. NONATEIGIY; But C'azalst wan In no mind tn.lll-
fell such further particulars of the -l gogd s g "'" et
¢ s H

Thamea Valloy mystery as were to
be found In 1 t the Cinaed the digresion by asserting some-
o i i o what roundly that neither hat nor cap

inn.
.:h.y included a fragmentary re- hiad been left behind In the only case
port of the adjournsd imquest, and 'hat Interested him. .
the actual offer of such a reward, by '"'Don't be too aure, “'? Toys,
the dead man's firm, for the appm- Even Heotland Yard doean't show
henalon of his murderer, as made *!! I's hand at once, in the first In.
Toye's eyes glisten in his sagaclous WNiry that comea along. They don't
head. Kive out any description of the man
But Cazalet, though he had lbat ran away, but you et it's be-
skimmed the many headed column !Nk clrculated around every police
before mitting down to supper, fiatly office In the United Kingdom."
declined to disqgss the tragedy his Caznlet sald they would give It out
firat night ashore. fast snouxh If they had It to give.
Iiy th® way, he was surprised to see

9 that the heid gardener was the same
CHAPTER 111. -:a un:l b:un at Uplands In hia fath-
Inthe Train. er'a tims: he must be gettiny an old

ISCUBSION was inevitable MAD, &nd no doubt shalier on pointa
on the way up to town pext ©f detall thau be would be lkely to
morning. wdmit,

The nilly sennon was by Cazalet insianced the nileged hear-

no MCANS over; & AeANI- jng of the gong as in ilself an un-

tional inquest waa worth every Inth .,nvineing statemant. It was well

that it could fill in most of the Morti- gyar a hundred yards from the gates

ing papers; and the two BIFANES ¢4 the houss, nnd thers wers no win-

friends, planted opposite saoh olher gowe to open in the hall whers the
in the first class amoker, travelled gong would he rung.

inland simuitancously engrossed in » He sighed heavily aa In his turn

coplous report of the prl\:loul day's he looked out at the luxuriant Hittle

proceedinga at the aoronsr's vourt. paddocks and the old tiled home-
Of solid and significant faot they Uskds aftle evary tWo of Ihreh
learned comparatively little that they But e was mot thinking oOf the

:':: ::,?L l;::::: %0 peihar: on Saduch weather-board and corrugated |ron
4 : ‘strewn R0 sparaely over the yallow
There was the medical evidencs L, "0 00 ng had left behlad him,

|
cavile Ty 4 i the Tl Vit Ut 20 1 e e b
missing truncheon: there was the for Sranted, as be had taken It be-

fors ever he went out to Auatralia.
butler's avidence, fnally timing the
commiasion of the deed to within len :tnt':: :lll though he bad never been
minutes; there was the head garden- 70 ”
er's evidence, confirming and sup. L'Ve dreamed of the g apot &
plamenting that of the butier; and °ften' he sald a: length. "I'm not
there was the svidencs of a foolman thinking of the night before lanst—I
who had anawered the tslephone an M®' in the buah—and now to think
hour or two befors the tragedy oc- of & thing like this happening, there,
ourred, in the old governor's den, of all
lacas!"
The butler had explained that the P
dinner hour was 7.80; that, not five Kot ke .. kind of poetle jus-
minutes before he had seen his mas- 108 sald Hiiton 1:":“- a e
ter como downatalrs and enter the It does. It 1s!" crie azalet,
library, where at 1.85, on going to « ' fetching molst yet flery eyea in from
{f he had heard the gong, he had Lhe flelds, "1 sald to you the other

obtalned no answer, but found the night “Tenry Craven never waa
door locked on the Inamide: that he ® white man, and | won't unsay it
then hastened round by the gardes, "W Nobody may ever know what
and in throush the Fronch window, he's done to bring this upon him,

Hut those who real’ knew the man,

to discover the doceaned gentleman

Iying in his blood. nond safferad for L, ean guces tha
The head gardener, who lived in X014 of thing!’

the lodge, had sworn to having seen “Exactly,” murmured Toye, as

s bare-headed man rush past his though b had pald a8 much

windows and out of the gates about himaself. His durk syes twinkiod with
the game hour, as he knew by the deliberation and debate, "How long
sounding of the gong up at the house; 18 It, by the .ay, t they gave that
they often heard It at the lodge In clerk and friend of yours?"
warm woather when ths windows = A keen look pressed the startling
were open, and the gardener awore questiom; at least, It startled Cawnlet.
that he himself had heard It on this “You mean Scruton? What on earth
occasion, mads you think of him?"

The footman appeared to have heen  ‘Talking of thoss who suffered for
jess positive as to the time of tho being the dead man's friends, |
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guens,” sald Toys. "Was It fourteen
yearal" ¢
“That was it.” ..

“Huat [ guess fourteen doesn't m |

fourtesn, ordinarlly, If & M
bahaves himmalt?"

“No, 1 believe not. In fact, ‘
doesn't."”

“Do you know bow much It would
meaan ™

“A littlea mors than wan.'”

"Then Scruton may be out now?"

“Just,"

Toys nodded with  detestalle
aplomb, "That gives you something
tn chew on” sald he. “Of courss, 1
don't say he's our man”— '

“l should think you didn't” eried
Cazalet, white to the lips with sud-
den fury.

Toye looked disconcericd and digs
tressed, but at the same time frankly
puzzled,

He apologized none the less reads
ily. with almost Ingenloun co
and fulness, but hs ended by .
plaining himself In a single sentences,
and that told more than the rest of
his straightforwand  eloguence pet
tegether, g

“If & man had done you down Hke
that, wouldn't you want to kill him
the very moment you came oul,
aler?r b

The creature of fupulse was off al &
tungent, "I'd formive him if he did
it, 160'" he exclaimed. “T'd méve
Feaven and sarth to save him, gullty
or not gullly, Wouldn't you \n my
tiaee?" '

“l don't know,” sald Hilton Topye.
“It dependa on the place you'rs im
I guenn!™  And the keen dark eyes
came  dreilling  Into Cazalet's  wskull
like augers.

“l1 thought [ told you?' hes eme
plained Impatiently. “"Wa were in
the office together; he was good fo
me, winked at the business hours I
was Inclined to keep, let me down
lighter in every way than 1 deserved.
You may suy It was part of his gams.
But | take people as [ fAnd
And then, as I told you, Boruton was
ten thousand times more sinned
agninst than sinning”™

“Are you sure? If you knew it at
the time"—

“1 didn’t. 1 told you so Iast night® .

“Then It came to you In Austpm-
Ha? sald Toye, with a asmile B8
whimsical as the suggestion. .

“It Aid!"” cried Cazalst unexpested-
Iy. “In a letter,” he added
tatlon,

"Well, T mustn't ask questions® |

sald Hilton Toye, and began folding
up his newspaper with even more
than his usunal deliberation,

“Oh, T'll tell you!" oried Cazalst un-
graclously. “It's my own fault for
telling you ao muoh. It was in a let-
ter from Seryton himself that I heard
the vhole thing, I'd written to him—=

toward the end—suggesting things o

He managed to get an answer
through that would never have passed
the primon authorities,

“And-—and that's why I came home
Just when T did," concluded Casalet;
"that's why 1 4ldn't walt till after
ahearing, He's been through about
enough, and I've had more luck
1 deserved. I meant to take him
with me, to keep the books on
station, If you want to know!” '

The brusk voles trembled. .

Toye 1. his newspaper slide to d
floor. "But that was fine!™ he WX«
clatmed simply. “That's as fine'as
action as ['ve heard of In a long
time."

"If It comes off,” wald Cazalet In &
glnomy wveles, SRR

“Don't you worry. [t'll come
Is he out yet, for sura? | mean, q
you kinow that he Ia? !

“Soruton? Yes—aince you presa It
~—he wrote to tell me that he was
coming out even sooner ‘hlﬂ h. ax- 4
pectel.”

“Then he ean stop out for me”™
sald Hilton Toye. “I guess I'm mot
running for that reward!*

CHAPTER IV,

Down the River.
Waterloo the two mes |

{ porte’, with a falr ex-
chance of ftting apesches.

! one « . which rang really
falsn

And yet Cazalet found himself em-
phatically uaable to make any plans™
nt all for the next few days; also, he
seomed in two minds now about a
Jermyn street hotel previously men-
tioned as h. f=amediate destination;
and his step was Indubitably lighter
ns he wont off first of all to the loop-
line, ta 1inke sure of some train e
other that he might have to trké
before the day was out,

In the event he dil not take that
traln or any other) for the new mir-
nole of the new traffie, the new smell
of the horseless streets, and the new-
er jJoya of the nowest of new taxl-
cabs, all worked together and #o
swittly upon Cazalet's organism that
he had o little eolloquy with his smart
young driver instead of paying hiny
Termyn street,

He nearly did pay him off, and wil
nomething more than his usual Im"l' -
wosity, us elther n liar or a fool wWith
nu sense of time or ppace, |

(o Be Continued.) al
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